My face is thine eye, thine in mine appeares,

And true plaine hearts doe in the faces rest,,

Where can we finde two better hemispheares

Without sharpe North, without declining West ?

What ever dyes, was not mixt equally;

If our two loves be one, or, thou and I

Love so alike, that none doe slacken, none can die.

DONNE

IN THE ORCHARD
Leave go my hands, let me catch breath and see;
Let the dew-fall drench either side of me ;
Clear apple-leaves are soft upon that moon
Seen sidelong like a blossom in the tree;
Ah God, ah God, that day should be so soon.
The grass is thick and cool, it lets us lie.
Kissed upon either cheek and either eye,
I turn to thee as some green afternoon
Turns toward sunset, and is loth to die;
Ah God, ah God, that day should be so soon.
Lie closer, lean your face upon my side,
Feel where the dew fell that has hardly dried,
Hear how the blood beats that went nigh to swoon;
The pleasure lives there when the sense has died;
Ah God, ah God, that day should be so soon.
O my fair lord, I charge you leave me this :
Is it not sweeter than a foolish kiss ?
Nay take it then, my flower, my first in June,
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